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take giddy leaps. He did not notice the weariness
of his listeners, the amused faces of his rivals.
Gradually, recovering his senses, he perceived that
the game was lost. By a few new turns,, he tried
again to win the battle. But the charm was
broken. Fifteen minutes later, the brilliant minds
were gathered in another corner of the drawing-
room. One felt in the surrounding atmosphere
the anguish of a destiny on the eve of extinction.
A growing reputation had just been laid to rest.

Before our eyes had been unfolded one of the
numerous little dramas of the drawing-room.
They have their profound melancholy and their
deep sadness. Well-poised minds will express
doubt over an incident unworthy of stirring their
sensibility. Yet nothing, in itself, is either great
or small. All depends upon our own conception
of things. In the eyes of this whole little world,
the point in question was an irremediable cata-
strophe. The victim was suffering. His face was
contracted with pain, and his eyes were dimmed.

We left the company together. The unfortun-
ate fellow walked with drooping head. He was
humbled and prostrated, like a gambler who has
lost his last stake.

"How sparkling your mind is!" I said to him.

He looked at me doubtfully.    Was he dealing
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